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immensely exaggerated. If one went into chapel,
for instance, with a straw hat, which one had
forgotten to remove, over a surplice, one had
the feeling for several days that it was written
in letters of fire on every wall. I was myself an
ardent conversationalist in early years, and, with
the charming omniscience of youth, fancied that
my opinion was.far better worth having than the
opinions of Dons encrusted with pedantry and
prejudice. But if I found myself in the society
of these petrified persons, by the time that I had
composed a suitable remark, the slender opening
had already closed, and my contribution was
either not uttered at all, or hopelessly belated
in its appearance. Or some deep generalisation
drawn from the dark backward of my vast experi-
ence would be produced, and either ruthlessly
ignored or contemptuously corrected by some
unsympathetic elder of unyielding voice and
formed opinions. And then there was the crush-
ing sense, at the conclusion of one of these inter-
views, of having been put down as a tiresome
and heavy young man. I fully believed in my
own liveliness and sprightliness, but it seemed
an impossible task to persuade my elders that
these qualities were there. A good - natured,